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H E following is Part of a 18 
1 Work intended to demonſtrate, that 


both in the Natural and Moral 
World, the common Murmurs and Com- 
plaints againſt Nature, or rather its Author, 
are often very frivolous, always very ground- 
leſs, having no other Exiſtence but in our 
Ignorance: Since there is nothing in vain; 
all Nature loudly proclaiming a divine Arti- 
ficer, Director, and Superintendant, who 
has provided for, and now ſupplies us, as He 
does all other Creatures, according to their 
reſpective States and Exigencies, not only 


with 
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with Neceffaries, but all Kinds of Conveni- 
encies: Even in thoſe things often reputed 
Wrong, Irregular, or Hurtful ; the grand 
Ends, the good of Mankind, and the general 
Welfare of the Univerſe, are finally con- 
fulted : And ſuch things appear Anomalous, 
&c. only while we are Ignorant of the gene- 
ral Laws, from which they reſult, and the 
particular Uſes for which they were originally 
intended. Conſequently, all the Miſtakes, or 
Errors, ſuppoſe them whether real or ima- 
omary, are rather from our own Faults of 
Omiſſion, or otherwiſe Commiſſion from our 
Iadolence, or Inattention; Abufe, or Neglect: 
In ſhort, from our not rightly b 
the final Cauſes of Things, and their Ap- 
pearances; their Relation to, and Connexion 
with, the other Parts of the Univerſal Syſtem. 


E. C- 


| FY 3 
ECCLESIASTICUS Chap. xxxix. 
V. 16. All the Works of the Lord are exceeding 


Good, and whatſoever He commandeth fhall be aceom- 


pliſhed in due Seaſon. 
And none may ſay, what is this? Wherefore is 
that? for at time convenient they ſhall al be ſought 


out, &c. 


18. At His Commandment the Waters flood as a 
Heap, and at the Words of His Mouth the Receptacles 
of Waters. 

At His Commandment is done whatſoever pleaſeth 
Him, and none can binder when He will ſave. 


21. A Man a What is this? Wherefore 
is that? for He hath made all Things for their Ules. 
All the Works of the Lord are Good: and He will 
give every needful Thing in due Seaſon. 

So that a Man cannot ſay, This is Worle than That; 
for in time they ſhall all be well approved. 

And therefore Praiſe the Lord, with the whole Heart 
and Mouth, and bleſs the Name of the Lord. 
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The SUMMARY. 


THE Wiſdom and Goodneſs of Providence briefly 
exemplify'd in the Conſtitution of Mature, not only 


I. In the apparently Regular, and Beautiful Forks 
Cas from Line the y to the 47th ) but 


H. In the — Deferm d, or vulgarly reputed 
Irregular (as from L. y to the 232d) 
and laſtly 


HI. I Diſtaſteful and Hurtful * (as from | 
L. 233, to 252.—-}) 


From hence. I may infer, in the Application of this 
to Morality, the Raſhne/s of Cenſuring, when, in an 
infinite Variety of Caſes, we are incompetent Judges of 
the Uſes and Fitneſſes of Things : Since it appears ( from 
L. 71 to 82, and from 253 10 272-----) that if 
Things were otherwiſe ordered, the Ends vifibly intended, 
on the whale might not be ſo well, and, for us, ſo happily 
anſwered, as by the Conſlitution'at preſent ſubſling. 


Hence, Secondly, the Abſurdity,, not to ſay, Folly, of 
making our narrow Conceptions the infallible Standara} 
of all Truths, and abſolute Meaſurcs of Nature's Pra 
ceedings. 
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N ATU R E. 


OOK through all Nature, this one Maxim's 
| P; plain, 
Nature does nought amiſs, does nought invain. 


BEHOL PD her working, while Man ſleeps at Eaſe, 
Somewhat for him, to profit, or to pleaſe. 
The Graſs how fruitful, with what plenty ſtrown, 5 
Without his previous Culture; made his own |! 


The Flow'rs how various; with what beauteous Dyes; 
T'employ his Reaſon, and refreſh his Eyes 

E'en the minuteſt Leaf, the vileſt Blade 

Beſpeak them, by an All- wiſe Artiſt made. 10 
Each creeping Shrub, and each aſpiring Pine 
Proclaim their Author, and His Works, Divine. 


FROM Him when Sirius Strikes the parched Breaſt, 
Autumnal Fruits are giv'n, to quench it's Thirſt. 
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From Him the bubb' ling Springs derive their Birth, 1 5 
Allay the Heats, and fertilize the Earth, 

And through each Region, as they paſs, declare, 
Their Maker's Bounty, and th' Almighty's Care. 
Thus ſee where Js filent Riv lets glide 
{Like Thoſe, who on their flow'ry Banks reſide, 20 
Whoſe Senſe, without a Shallowneſs, is clear, 


Flows without Noiſe ;* with every Art, ſincere.) 

To whate'er Lands the healthful Stream deſcends, 

It Bleſſings numberleſs around extends. 

Supplies their Comforts, as it aids their Needs, 25 
So gen'rous, whereloe'er it comes, it feeds: 
So bounteous, ſometimes even in Exceſs, 


But never overflows, except to Bleſs. 
Far diſtant Tracts of Ground imbibe it's Dew, 
Hence they, what Summer Heats exhale, renew; 30 
The Poor, the Rich it's mighty Influence own, | 


An Influence reaching e'en to Realms unkown. 


Nurs'd by ſuch heav'nly Dews, ſuch genial Springs, 
What Tribute th Earth fo cultivated brings! 


The 


TP] 
The verdant Meads put on their beſt Array ; 
Their richeſt Liveries the Plants diſplay, 


Awaken into Life their latent Pow'rs, 


In all the Elegance of Bloom, of Flow'rs: 
While ev'ry raviſh'd Senſe fair Nature meets 
With an effuſive Luxury of Sweets; 

The Dews, all rarefy'd, diſpell'd the Tears, 
No with'ring Herb, no mournful Leaf appears. 
While ev'ry thing around looks gay and bright, 


Rejoicing in the opening Blaze of Light. 


35 


40 


Hence the bland Vapours, which the Rays exhale, 45 


Hence balmy Smells, which ev'ry Senſe regale. 
But Clouds ſome think to Nature a Diſgrace, 


Blacken the Earth, and all the Heav'ns deface, 


What are they, if groſs Particles they drain, 
Prove Water-Engines, Reſervoirs of Rain? 

If uſeful ---- what if ornamental made? 
Say, is a Picture beauteous without Shade? 
As Orbs, at Night, a f| pangled Order glow, 
And in harmonious Dance the Changes ſhew, 


B 2 Thoſe 
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Thoſe Pictures are by Nature hung on high, 


To deck, by Day, the Regions of the Sky. 

See how they mount moſt beautifully gay, 
Their Wings illumin'd by the Morning Ray! 

In the Meridian now aloft they ſhine 

With dazling Splendor, majeſty Divine 

Now darting round, collectively now glare, 
Now Rays elancing through th' Expanſe of Air. 
Now ſetting ſee with Gold their Borders fring'd, 
In all the Colours of the Rainbow ting'd ! 

A Drawing this of Nature's skilful hand, 
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Than Paint more curious, than all Art more grand | 


Now by the Sun's Attraction ſee ! they fill, 
And now by Gravity in Drops diſtil, 

Or wafted on the Winds they ſcatter round 
Health to the Tillers, Fatneſs to the Ground. 


SHoULD the Winds blow at ev'ry Blaſt a Squall, 


At every Drop ſhould pond'rous Columns fall ; 
In circling Eddies ſhould the Waters flow, | 


Riſe o'er the Banks, and every Mound o ho; 


70 


Or 


II 
Or ſhould the Sea in mighty Torrents roll, 


No watry Maſs to balance at each Pole; 
Should Flames of Light dart out at ev'ry Flaſh, 


Should rattling Clouds with Peals of Thunder claſh, 
Who could withſtand th impetuous Wind, and Rain, 
Nor dread the World be delug'd once again? 80 
Who ſees the Wreck, nor at the Rupture quakes, 
When all Creation to her Center ſhakes ! 


Now ev'ry Morn, and Eve the cooling Breeze, 
Frau ght with the ſharp'ning Nitre of the Seas, 
All duly temper'd, gently fan the Plain, 

The Soil impregnate, and diſtend the Grain; 
Rains now but ſoften; Streams, but fertilize, 
Where late a Deſert, fruitful Crops ariſe. 


85 


Theſe Streams high Mountains, theſe low Vales produce, 


So common ev'ry where, for general Uſe. 90 


Vet Hills, and Vales ſome Witlings can deſpiſe, 
Call Nature's Errors, rude Deformities. 


Sages in theſe the moſt Exactneſs read, 
Think they're a Grace, nor yet Correction need. 
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As Sands in Landſcapes, Hills the Eye degeive, 95 
At moſt are Riſings, but in Baſs-Relict. 

But view beyond what boundleſs Proſpects lie, 

By theſe ſecur d we killing Blaſts defy. 

See Phoebus there his radiant Beams diſplay 

With Gold embelliſhing the bluſhing Day ! 100 
All Nature blooming in a ſmiling Hue, 

Each Stone a Gem beſpangl'd o'er with Dew: 

Each Graſs a Flow'r, ſuch Fragrance in the Air, 

Each Field a Garden, ev'ry Herb fo fair 

Ten thouſand Glories ſhine in ev'ry Beam, 105 
Ten thouſand Beauties dimple in each Stream, 


From ev'ry verdant Spray, in varied Notes 
Wild artleſs Harmony aerial floats, 
While ev'ry Vale, while ev'ry riſing Ground | 
Reverberates an echo to the Sound, 110 


Thus high Aſcents enoble ev'ry View, 
Make Vallics riſe, Obliquites look true. 


HERE are Repoſit rics of Nature's Store 
I adorn the Wealthy and protect the Poor; 


Hence 
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Hence facred Palaces around us ſtand, 11 5 
At once defend, and beautify the Land, 

Hence the fair Domes of learned Athens came, 

Thoſe Schools of Arts, thoſe Monuments of Fame, 
And Thine, great Radcliffe, fo ſuperior riſe, 

Shoot from the Earth, yet emulate the Skies. 120 


TukRE Vales where Nightingales, or cooing Doves 
Sing to their Mates, or murmur out their Loves; 
Where Fields give Paſture, Pleaſantneſs, and Health, 
Where Woods for Building, Navigation, Wealth; 
Hence the tall Ships to either [-dia fail, 125 
Bound o'er the Waves, and drive before the Gale. 

Still, ſome urge Wilds, Julcano's Damps, what not? 
A Chaſm in Nature ---— Univerſal Blot ! 

Though Wilds afford what other Parts deny, 

The low abound, when higher Lands are dry; "2 30 
Tracts diff rent are for diff rent Things deſign'd, 


Some are to Men, and ſome to Brutes more kind, 


Yet Arts may many a nat' ral Ill redreſs, 
W hat Sloth inrcreaſes, Induſtry makes leſs, 


This 
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This will each State adapt, each Woe beguile, 135 
Make Deſerts fruitful, and rough Mountains ſmile, 
Brutes become Civil, Savages grow Men, 

And raiſe a Palace from a lowly Den. : 

The Strength of ſocial Bliſs in Weakneſs lies, 

Hence mutual Aid our mutual Wants ſupplies, 140 
Thus what one needs, ſome other Countries give, 

And by one Nation may a thouſand live 

Elſe no Exchange, no Intercourſe, no Trade, 

All Independent, none for others made, 

Elſe fruitful Plains were Wilds, for Beaſt of Prey, 14 5 
Or Savages as mercileſs as they. 


War though an Ætna, or Veſuvius blaze, 
strike ſome with Death, or others with Amaze, 
Such Mountains rage, that neighb'ring Lands may reſt, 
And thus prove Bleſſings, which were elſe a Peſt. 1 50 
There Hebe with perpetual Verdure reigns, 
There jocund Bacebus glads th adjacent Plains; 
The Earth, ſo warm, the Air, ſo calm, ſo clear, 
Eugeia ſeems to revel all the Vear. 


Though 
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Tuovon noxious Particles infeſt ſome Vales, 155 
In Mines lurk Damps, which if the Sun exhales, 
It Art corrects, if proper Means deſtroy, 


Such Parts will pleaſe you, and no more annoy. 
| The Soil revives, as Phebus brighter burns, 


With warmer Seaſons, kindlier Fruit returns, 160 
Their Fountains Cripples oft ſalubrious find, 

Here leave their Crutch, and Malady behind. 

| Th Infirm, the Old, their Miſeries aſſuage, 

Renew their Term and antedate their Age, 

The Soldier lately crept from Fields of Slain, 165 
Talks of the Wars, and fights them o'er again, 

The Barren here inhale the healthful Steam, 

3 Feel a new Life and Vigour from the Stream; 

Here the pale Nymph, like beauteous Cynthia laves, - 
And riſes all a Goddeſs from the Waves. 170 


Troucn Earthquakes ſwell, impriſon'd Tempeſts 
groan, 

Rend the rough Rocks, and heave the pond'rous Stone, ; 
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The yawning Earth with wide expanded Jaws, 
Whole Towns ingulphs, vaſt Monuments o'erthrows, 
While the Foundations of huge Mountains rock; 175 
While trembling Oceans dread the approaching Shock ; 
Though th' Element in rough Collifion glows, 

And burſting Nature heaves convulſive Throws, 
Though Titan-Thunderbolts from Heav'n are hurl'd, 

| Tremendous Flame, and ſear a guilty World, 180 
Th Exploſions paſt, the cavern'd Earth is till, 

Each Guſt a Breeze, each Stream a purling Rill, 

The Air, falubrious, cleanſing is the Wind, 

Always peſtiferous the more confind. 


Vorcano-like, if Maladies break out, 185 
If Complications center in a Gout, 
That pungent Pain which ſtrikes thro' ev'ry Part, 
Shoots to the Foot, now ſteals into the Heart, 
The Patient this from other Ails ſecures, 
Wards. off Externals, and the inward Cures, 190 
Though dire its Aſpect, tis a good Preſage, 
A Sign of Plenty, Earneſt of old Age. 


Sar 
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gay Storms may rage, ſay Billows boiſt rous roar; 
Riſe Mountainous, and laſh the trembling Shore, 
The Winds o'er all the frighted Mountains fweep, 195 
Diſturb the Farth, or blacken all the Deep, 
Or ſhould Rebellion, like at Sea, a Storm, 
Bear down-our Barriers, or our Lands deform, 
If William wave his Hand, the Ragings ceaſe, 
Calm is the Sea, and all lies huſh'd in Peace, 200. 
Soon Nature ſmiles, and ſmooth the Current flows, 


The Air grows wholſome, and more gently blows, 
The Hurricane but brightens up the Skies, 


And future. Suns with nobler Radiance rife. 


Trovcn Phoebus weeping ſets portending Winds, 203 
Storms, Hurricanes, and Woes to tim'rous Minds, 
Through lawleſs Comets, ſhooting fiery Stars, 

Flame out predictive of a World of Wars, 

| Theſe may be uſeful, though to Parts unknown, 209 

Give Light, give Warmth ---- nought hurtful to our own. 
C 2 Sar 
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Say Phebus glaring Looks, incenſed with Ire, 
Its Orb, all glowing, Eyes of ſparkling Fire, 
Theſe aren't the Signs of Anger, but of Grace, 
Next Morn he riſes with a milder Face, 


Taz Skies may threat, Aurora's fiery Glare, 21% 
Theſe the Prognoſtick of a finer Air, 
The Parts diſcordant, as the Ferments paſs, 
Soon coaleſce, and form a friendly Maſs. 


Wuzn Summer's Heat with Autumn's Cool is croſt, 
When the Spring blooms acuter from the Froſt, 220 
The Seaſons gently ſtealing on the View, | 
Bring the ſame Round, yet always ſomething new, 


Thus the Days ſeem more pleaſing for the Nights, 
Tis the harmonious Change which moſt Delights. 


Trovcn a ſtern Viſage Nature fometime ſhews, 2 2 5 


A Breaſt congeal'd, a Forehead white with Snows, 
Soon 
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Soon the Creation hears her chearing Voice, 

Soon at the Sap's Return the Trees rejoice, 

Quick through the Herbs a genial Influence ſhoots, 
While a bland Spirit vivifies the Roots, 2 30 
So Virtue ſeeming in Oblivion loſt, 

Blooms under Cold, and flouriſhes in Froſt. 


Say there are pois nous Plants, ſtill Nature notes, 
Near them their Remedies, or Antidotes, 
| Een they, if well corrected, are held good, 235 
Invigorate the Nerves or warm the Blood. 


WuzTaex for Luxury, or Health, or Uſe, 
So bittereſt Herbs become nectareous Juice, 
Each falutary found, when duly try'd, 
And never hurtful, but when miſapply'd. 
Say whence, except to meliorate the ſour, 
Contending India's ſtrive their Sweets to pour, 
Why balmy Odours to perfume each Vale, 
Breath in each Breeze, and ſpread in ev'ry Gale, 


240 


Or 
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Or why the Flow'rs ſuch healing Virtues fill, 245 
Diſpel the Stench that hurts the Fumes which kill, 
Why the freſh Air a vital Odour leaves, 

Which Herbs inhale, and ev'ry Creature breathes, 

Why pearly Dews, which purify the Air, 

Make the Lawns wholſome, and all Nature fair, 250 
Whilſt Phebus kindly ſheds from Pole to Pole, 

A vital Influence. throughout the whole. 

Were Heat to Arabs, Light to th* Eaft confin'd, 

That Hemiſphere were burnt, and this were blind, 
Now by the Variation more or leſs, 25 U 
All ſuited to their Climes a Share poſſeſs. 

Some Lightnings e en on frozen Zembla play, 

Which give a chearing, tho' a fainter Ray, 

Each in their Seaſons various Gifts receive, 

As no one long rejoices, no one grieves, 260 
But faunt'ring Cotilus, for Sports and Rays, 

Wants Moonlight Evenings, warmer Sunſhine Days, 
While his poor Hind, who toils that he may eat, 
Dreads a dire Fever, and laments the Heat, 


The 
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The Earth her widow'd Ornaments deplores, 265 
Her wither' d Liveries her faded Flow'rs, 

While noxious Particles come floating round, 

Infeſt the Cattle and corrupt the Ground, 


Near ev ry Herb a deadly Serpent lurks, 
And Vermin counteract, what Nature works, 270 
The Ships no more of driving Winds the Sport, 
Now lazily lie hid, and ſleep in Port, 

Come the freſh Gales, the Ships at our Commands, 
Fly on their Wings, and reach the diſtant Lands, 
Come the freſh Rains, the Sylvan Scene revives, 275 
The Earth teems pregnant, Vegetation thrives. 


Cx As x then, vain Man, thy Duties to ſubmit, 
Leave to the Deity to judge what's fat, 
Take Good with Ills, the Weather foul or fair, 
Nor this alone, but this with that compare. 280 
Tho Clouds ſhould gather, Exhalations ſpring, 
Obſcure your Proſpect, or groſs Darkneſs bring, 


[ 22 ] 
Still be the Head but cool, the Heart but warm, 
No Vapours clog them, nor can Darkneſs harm, 


Try Nature's Balance, view in Nature's Glaſs, 285 
The Fogs ſoon rarefy, the Clouds will pals. 


PrHotBvs, in all thy Majeſty ariſe, 
Here dart thy radiant Colours on the Skies, 
Here let ineffable Effulgence beam, 
Full as. thy Maker's Bounty let it ſtream, 290 
Here, like his Truth, with a reſiſtleſs Ray, 
Pour on this nether World a Flood of Day, 
Here let ten thouſand Glories gild the Sphere, 
Ten thouſand Bluſhes uſher in the Vear, 


And Thou, Almighty Cauſe, of all the Soul, 295 


Protect, ſerene, and. beautify the Whole. 
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